22               Letters to Somebody

failed. I have been an inveterate smoker all my life
and I do not know that I am the worse for it. I began
smoking when I was twelve and have smoked more or
less ever since. When my father realized that I smoked,
he determined to cure me of the habit, and to that end
bought two Italian cigars known as Quattrini (farthings),
that being their cost, and gave me one. We both began
to smoke, and in about two minutes my poor father
was incontinently sick, whilst I finished my cigar and
enjoyed it. He had never smoked any but Havana
cigars, whilst I was quite accustomed to the Florentine
horror.

In India, partly owing to the acoustic faults of the
Council  Chamber  and  partly  owing  to   the  climate
affecting my throat, I found it difficult, when intro-
ducing my Budget, to speak for an hour and a half
sufficiently clearly and loudly to enable the  Indian
members, some of whom were not very conversant with
English, to appreciate my arguments and follow my
calculations.    The Budget debate usually took place
daring the last days of March.    For one solid month
in each year I abstained entirely from tobacco.    No
one knows what it cost me, but I ceased smoking at
midnight on the last day of February and only began
again in the early morning of the first day of April.
I did tins for five years.   I get very impatient when I
hear young men declare that they "cannot possibly give
up fags," as they elegantly term cigarettes, even when
they realize that they are ruining their constitution.

My father (born in 1817) was educated at Rugby,
was meant for the Church and eventually for the family